HUNAN

compounded of the smoke of water-pipes, and joss-sticks, and
dung, and above all, of humanity : a warm, insidious, subtly
exciting smell, like the smell of horses, or ploughed fields after
a shower of rain : a raw, fertile smell, the smell of life in
concentration.

Not content with showering Hunan with abundant grain,
numerous forests of wood-oil trees and splendid rivers by which
to carry these products away, the Creator has added fruitful
coal mines, some gold in the Far West, and down to the south,
only a few miles from the capital, deposits of antimony with, I
believe, capacity to produce 80 per cent of the world's total
supply. These antimony mines were the private property of
the villages round about. Each miner would go to work when
he felt like it, dig as much antimony as he felt inclined, and
sell it to a purchasing society at a standard price. A few years
before I arrived foreigners, mostly Germans, used to buy the
antimony regulus from the society, paying a fair price, and
ship it "down to Shanghai. It was a profitable trade, and
champagne flowed freely in the Ghangsha Club, but recently
the Central Government had declared a monopoly, cutting out
the foreigners. The monopolists saw their chance. The price
at the mines went down, the price at Shanghai went up ; but
few people get the better of the Hunanese, and before I left
the miners were on strike, leaving the greedy officials and a
re-arming world to pay up or do without.

The country-side is less spacious but more restful than in
Honan. It was a relief to see hills after so many weeks of inter-
minable plain. On the western bank of the river is a minor
holy mountain called Yo Lo Shan with Hunan University at
its foot. It stood just opposite my bungalow, and I was not in
Changsha long before I jumped into a ferry-boat and fifteen
minutes later was striding towards the foothills. The hill is,
I suppose, less than a thousand feet high, but rising steeply
almost from the water's edge as it does, it acquires a presence
which its dimensions do not warrant. At the top is a temple,
with wispy monks and terrifying masks of gods, and the periodic
crash of a gong which is one of the inescapable noises of China.
Dotted about are unattractive tombs commemorating local
potentates. Over on the west side I found old fortifications :
you cannot go far in China without coming upon old fortifica-
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